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of mighty movement in the history of the work.

The glories of the Roman Empire were fast dis-

appearing beneath the flood of triumphant bar-

barians rushing downward from the north and

scattering destruction over the fairest portions

of Europe. Roman civilization had done its work

as the channel of Christianity and', like its own
mighty aqueducts which for centuries had

brought the pure mountain waters to the thirsty

peoples of the plain, was falling into picturesque

decay. The glories of Christianity, too, seemed

in danger ; for the onrushing hordes hated Christ

even more then they loathed Caesar. The age of

Ambrose and Augustine was gone; the schools

of ISIilan and Carthage and Rome were scattered;

the book and the pen were cast aside for the sword

and the shield; the splendors of the Church were

growing dim in the almost impenetrable dark-

ness. It seemed as though the light of the world

were abandoning the world in despair. Yet the

same Divine Providence that loosened the aveng-

ing flood upon the degenerate Empire was not

without a care for its own. At the very darkest

part of this destructive period there was being

accomplislied one of the marvels of history. God
was providing for the regeneration of Europe,

for the upbuilding of Christendom, for the de-

velopment of a more perfect social order from

out the impending chaos. And it was in Ireland

til at tlie seeds of this regeneration were being'#

sown ; in Ireland where the Roman legions had
never unfurled their standards and Roman cul-

tnrf had never diffused its abominable vices.

Baried still in the depths of pagan superstitions,

U\c little western isle was chosen by Almighty
God as the depository of faith and a harbor of

n fuge for saints and scholars. Even befcrp their

conversion, our Gaelic fore-fathers were pre-

destined to become Apostles of the new awaken-
ii'g and missionaries to those very people who
hitherto had tried to destroy the light.

The conversion of Ireland to the faith of Jesus

Christ is one of the most astounding phenomena
in all history; marvellous in the rapidity with

which it was accomplished, unique in the fact

tliat it cost the life of not a single martyr, won-
derful in the religious zeal whicli it almost in-

stantly developed in tlie hearts of an entire peo-

ple, a zeal and a devotion to liigh ideals which

ages of persecution have not been able to destroy.

It is hardly necessary for us to go over in detail

the events which brought about this stupendous

change in the life liistory of tliat race. We are

all more or less familiar with the wealth of legend

and of story that surrounds the name of the il-

lustrious Apostle, the uncertainty as to the place

of his birth, the years he spent in captivity among
the piratical raiders of the northern coast, the

appearance of the angel to the shepherd youth

as he tended his master's flocks on the hills of

Antrim. We have heard from eloquent lips of

his release from bondage and his subsequent re-

turn after forty years spent in prayer and study,

to bring about the conversion of his captors. It

U an interesting fact, vouched for by our Irish

historians, that Saint Patrick preached the gospel

in Britain in company with his aged friend and

gu,;iidie, {Sa\int Germanus, before he was com-
missioned by the Pope to undertake the evan-

gelization of the Irish people. Surely no one

can regret that the island which was destined to

receive so much of its Catholicity from Ireland

sliould liave been the field of the first missionary

labors of the Irish Apostle.

It was in the year 432 that Pope Celestine sent

the newly consecrated Bishop Patrick, who here-

tofore had been known by the Celtic name of

Succat, to bring the tidings of salvation to what
was then considered the uttermost bounds of

the earth, the distant land of Hibernia. Some
rays of Christian light had long years before

penetrated the pagan darkness of that island,

but they had faded away and left little or no

trace behind. And now when Patrick, accompanied

by his twelve companions, stepped again on

Irish soil after an absence of 38 years, it seemed
as though he too would fail. He had gone ashore

at the lovely spot where the river Dargle, flow-

ing down from the Wicklow mountains, breaks

the coast line at Bray. The Leinster men of

those parts refused to hear him, they had driven

away other missionaries, Patrick too must go.

The Saint accordingly sailed forth and landed in

fertile Meath, not far from the mouth of the

river Boyne. Traditions tells us that here a

small boy came up upon the party while they

slept and was so struck with love and veneration

for the aged leader (Saint Patrick was even

then sixty years old) that he gathered an armful

of flowers and strewed them over the resting mis-

sionary. Nor would he afterwards go away, but

accompanied the apostolic band on their mission.

"He will be the heir of my kingdom," said the

Saint, and the prophecy was fulfilled many years

later wlien this same boy succeeded his master as

Bishop of Armagli. Once again Patrick and his

companions directed their course toward the

north. The hills and vales of Antrim, where,


